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eUIlRAH  FOR  THE  BONNETS  OF 
BLUE, 

Kerens  a  health  to  them  t]»at*s  awa, 

Here's  a  heakh  to  them  that's  awa, 
And  wha  wimia  wish  glide  luck  to  our  caus^> 

May  never  giule  luck  bv  their  fa', 
It's  gude  to  he  merr^f  and  wise, 

it  s  gude  to  he  honest  Mi/d  true, 
iCs  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause 

And  hide  hy  the  honnets  uf-hluc. 

Hurrah  for  the  honnets  of  hlue,  . 

Hurr'ah  for  tlic  hdnnets  of  hhie, 
It's  glide  to  support  Caledi)nia's  cause  ^ 

And  hide  hy  the  honnets  of  hhie. 
Here's  a  iieahh  to  them  that's  awa, 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 
Here's  a  heakh  to  Charlie,  the  chief  o'the  clai>» 

Akhough  that  his  hand  he  sae  sma'. 

Here's  frefnlom  to  them  that  woukl  re^d^ 

Here's  iVecdom  to  them  that  would  write^ 
There's  nane  ever  fear'd  that  the  triilh  should 
be  heard 

But  they  whom  the  trntli  wad  indite. 
Hurrah  for  the  honnets  of  blue, 

Hurrah  for  the  honnets  of  bhie. 
It's  gude  to  he  wise,  to  he  honest,  aijd  true 

And  bide  by  the  bonnets  of  bkie. 


PRAY  GOODY 
Pray  Goody  please  to  moderate  the  rancour 

ol  yoiir  tongue 
Whyflash  those  sparks  olTury  from  your  eyes? 
Remember,  when  the  judgment's  weak  ih^ 
prejudice  is  strong, 
A  stranger  why  will  you  despise  ? 
Ply  me,  try  me, 
Prove,  ere  you  deny  me  ; 
If  you  cast  me  off,  you'll  blast  me 
Never  more  to  rise. 
Pray,  goody,  &c« 

DONALD  OF  DUNDEE. 
Young  Donald  is  the  blythest  kd 

That  eVr  made  love  to  me, 
Whenever  he\s  by,  my  heart  is  glad^ 

He  seems  so  gay  and  free  ; 
Then  on  his  pipe  he  plays  so  sweety 
And  in  his  plaid  he  looks  so  neat^ 
It  cheers  my  heart  at  eve  to  meet^, 

Young  Donald  of  Dundee. 
Whene'er  I  gang  to  yonder  grove* 

Young  Sandy  follows  me, 
And  fain  he  wants  to  be  my  love, 

But  ah,  it  canna  be. 
The  m  it  her  fl'ets  both  air  and  late. 
For  me  to  wed  this  youth  1  hate  ? 
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There's  none  need  hope  to  gain  young.  KW 
But  Donald  of  Dundee. 

When  last  we  ranged  the  banks  of  Taj, 

The  ring  he  sliow'd  to  me, 
And  bade  me  name  the  bridal -day, 

Then  happy  wou'd  he  be. 
I  ken  the  youth  wiil  aye  prove  kind. 
Nae  mair  mymither  will  I  mind, 
Mess  John  to  me  shall  quickly  bind 

Young  Donald  of  Duiidee. 

THE  CtPRESS  WREATH* 
A  Glee  for  3  Voices. 
Q  lady  twine  no  wreath  for  me, 
Or  twine  of  the  cypress  tree  ! 
Too  lively  {> lows  the  lily's  lii^Ht 
^*'he  varnished  holly's  all  too  brigiit, 
The  May-flower  and  the  eglantine. 
May  shade  a  brow  less  sad  than  mine. 
But,  lady,  weave  no  wreath  for  me, 
Or  weaVe  it  of  the  cypress  tree.  ' 

Let  dimpled  stiirth  his  temples  twin€ 
.  With  tendrils  of  the  laughing  vine  ; 
The  manly  oakv  the  pensive  yewr. 
To  patriot  and  to  sage  be  due, 
The  myrtle- bough  bids  lovers  live^ 
But  that  Matilda  will  not  give  ; 
Then,  lady,  weave  no  wreath  for 
Or  twine  it  of  the  ey press  tree* 
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LcS  merry  England  proudly  te^cr 
Her  boasted  roses  bought  so  dear ; 
Let  Albyn  bind  her  bonnet  blue, 
\yith  heath  and  hare-i)ell  dipt  in  dew> 
On  favourM  Erin's  crest  be  seen  ^ 
The  flow*r  she  loves  ot'emerald  green  t 
But,  lady,  twine  no  wreath  for  me, 
Or  twine  it  of  the  cypress  tree. 


1»D  BE  A  BUTTERFLY, 
rd  be  a  butterfly  borrt  in  a  bow'r, 

Where  roses  and  liilies*  and  violets  meet  t 
Roving  for  ever  from  flower  to  flowet, 

And  ki^siwg  all  buds  that  are  pretty  amj. 
,  sweet. 

rd  never  languish  for  wealth  or  for  power^ 
rd  never  sigh  to  see  slaves  at  my  feet, 

rd  be  a  butterfly  born  in  a  bow*r, 

And  kissing  ail  buds  that  are  pretty  and 
sweet.  I'd  be  a  butterfly,  Sec* 

Oh,  could  I  pilfer  the  wand  of  a  fairy> 

rd  have  a  pair  of  those  beautiful  wings; 
Their  suminer  days  ranr^ble  is  sportive  and 
airy. 

They  sleep  in  a  rose  when  the  nighingalo 
sings. 

Tliose  who  have  wealth  must  be  watchful  md 
wary, 

Power,  alas  I  nought  but  misery  bring-s, 
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hd  be  a  butterfly  sportive  and  airy, 

IlockM  ill  a  ro^e,  when  the  niorhtingalcJ 
sings.  Til  be  a  butterfly,  &c. 

What  tho*  yo'.i  tell  me  eacli  oay  little  rover, 
Shrinks  iroin  the  breath  of  the  first  aiitiima 
(1  ly ; 

Surely  'tis  better  when  smnmer  is  over, 
To  (lie,  when  all  fair  things  are  failing  away* 

Some  in  hfe'.s  winter  may  toll  to  discover, 
Means  of  procuring  a  weary  delay; 

I'd  be  a  butterfly^  living  a  rover, 

Dying  when  fair  things  are  fading  away, 
"  I'd  be  a  butterfly,  &c. 

OH  SAY  NOT  WOMAN'S  LOVE  IS 
.  BOUGHT.^ 

Oh  I  say  not  worn :in'.*i  love  is  bought 
With  vain  and  empty  treasure  ; 

Oh  1  say  not  worn  an  *s  heart  is  caught 
By  every  idle  pleasure. 

When  first  her  gentle  bosom  knows 
Love's  flame,  it  wande.rs  never  ; 

Deep  in  her  heart,  the  passion  glows- 
She  loves,  aiui  loves  for  ever. 

Oh  1  say  not  womaii's  false  as  fair ; 
That  like  the  bee  shi?  ranges, 

Still  seeking  flowers  more  sweet  and  rare, 
As  fickle  fancy  changes. 
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J^h  no  !  tlie  love  that  first  can  warm, 
Will  leave  her  never  ; 

No  second  passion  e'er  can  charm—- 
She,  loves,  and  loves  for  ever. 


HE'S  OWRE  TUE  RILLS  THAT  I 
LO  K  WEEl!: 
TuyE  -//6'*6;  owre  the  hills. 
He's  owre  the  hills  that  I  lo'e  wecl, 
He*s  o'er  the  hills  we  daurna  name; 
He's  o'er  the  hills  ayont  Dumhlane, 
Wha  soon  will  get  his  welcome  hanaa* 
My  father  s  gane  to  figiu  lor  him  ; 
My  brithers  winna  hide  at  hame ; 
}fiy  miiher  greets  and  prays  for  them, 
J^nd  'deed  the  thinks  they're  no  to  blarae* 

He's  owre,  &c, 
I'he  whigs  may  scoff,  and  the  whigs  may  jeer; 
lh\t  ah  !  that  love  maun  he  sincere, 
Which  still  keeps  true  whateVr  betide^ 
An'  for  his  sake  leaves  a'  beside. 

He*s  owre.  iS:e. 
His  riolit  these  hills,  his  right  these  plains, 
O'er  hieland  hearts sccnre  he  reigns; 
What  lads  ere  did  our  laddies  will  do  ; 
Were  1  a  laddie,  Td  follow  him  too. 
lie's  owre,  &c. 
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iSae  noWe  a  look,  sae  princely  an  air, 
Bae  sa^^ant  an  bold,  sae  young  and  sae  fair  1 
Oh  I  did  ye  but  see  him,  ye'd  do  as  we've  done. 
Hear  him  but  ance,  to  his  standard  youMl  run. 
He's  owre,  &c. 

Then  draw  the  claymore  for  Charlie  then  fight 
For  your  country,  reh'gion.  and  a'  that  is  right; 
Were  ten  thousand  lives  now  given  to  rne, 
rd  die  as  aft,  for  ane  o*  the  three  1 
He's  owre,  &c. 


^      THE  CAPTIVE  MANIAC. 
They  bid  me  sleep,  they  bid  me  pray 

They  say  my  heart  is  warpt  and  wrung- — • 
I  cannot  sleep  on  Highland  brae  ; 

I  cannot  pray  in  Highhuig  tongue. 
But  were  I  now  where  A Ilaa  glides, 
Of  heard  my  native  Devon's  tides 
So  sweetly  would  I  rest  and  pray 
That  heaven  would  close  my  wintry  day  I 
*Twas  thus  iny  hair  they  bade  me  braid* 
.  They  bade  nje  to  church  repair; 
It  was  my  bridal  mon\  they  said, 

And  my  true  love  would  meet  me  there  ; 
Bat  woe  betide  the  cruel  giiile, 
That  drown'd  in  blood  the  morning  smile  I 
And  woe  betide  the- fairy  dream  i 
1  Qoly  wakd  to  sob  aud.  scream. 


